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had better die too along with her for I should only be knocked about
in a hard world and tliere would be no one to care for me. And I've
found her words true and thought upon them often enough already,*
added the poor boy bitterly with another burst of heart-broken
tears.

'My name is Henry Estcourt Ferris/ the kd went on, in answer
to some questions of mine. 'My father's name is Estcourt. He is a
labouring man working in Wales as a boiler maker. He ran away
from my Mother and forsook her six months before I was born.
My Mother's maiden name', said the poor boy with some hesitation,
'was Ellen Ferris.' Alas, the old, old story. Trust misplaced, pro-
mises broken, temptation, sin and sorrow, and the sins of the parents
visited upon the children. When we got to Sutton we went to three
places, two inns and a private lodging house, to try to get the lad a
bed. A villager in the street told us of the lodging house, but every-
where the lad was refused a bed and from each house in succession
he turned wearily and hopelessly away with a faint protest and
remonstrance and a lingering request that the good people would
please to try if they could not put him up, but in vain, and we
plodded on again towards Chippenham where he knew he could
get a bed at the Little George. The poor fellow was very humble
and grateful. *I shouldn't have been near so far along the road as
this, if it hadn't been for you, Sir,' he said gratefully. 'You've kind
of livened and 'ticed me along.' I cheered him up as well as I could
and gave him a bit of good advice. He hoped to get a place at
Chippenham Great Market to-morrow. The lights of Langley
Fitzurse shone brightly through the dark night. * 'Tis a long road/
said the kd wearily. At the Hillocks stile we parted at length with
a clasp of the hand and a kindly *Goodbye' and I saw the last, for
ever probably in this world, of the motherless boy.

Friday, 19 March

1 was very much annoyed this evening by a note from Marion
Vaughan saying that my last letter to Netta had been forwarded by
Matilda to her at the C.D.S. at Bristol, that Miss Winter had opened
the letter, read it, refused to give it to Netta, and then laid it before
the Committee, and that the Honorary Secretary had written to
Mr. Vaughan saying that if Netta continued to receive letters from
me he must withdraw her from the school.